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	1. Chapter 1

**Hello guys! Another story here! So I have pretty much abandoned my other stories right now and I'm sorry. I hope I will be coming back to them but anyway!**

**This story may be only a few chapters long, but I hope you guys like it.**

_**You have to! I'm here! ***_**little fluffy white and grey head appears***

**Yes I have Moss/Pebblekit here.**

_**Can I do it? Can I do it?**_

***Sigh* Sure Mossy pebble.**

_**Mossy Pebble?  
><strong>_**Ya because you were Mosskit then Pebblekit.**

_**I know that! Highland Wolves does not own the Warriors series or me!**_

**Actually I own one of your incarnations so HA!**

_**Dang it. But you don't own the original!**_

**True.**

**Anyway aside from my random bickering with myself, I hope you enjoy the first chapter. Also there is a reason I asked Mossy Pebble to assist me.**

_**Why Why WHY?**_

**You were in the dang story! **

_**Oh I remember now!**_

Allegiances

**Thunderclan**

**Leader-** Squirrelstar- Ginger she-cat with green eyes and 1 white paw

**Deputy**- Lionblaze- Golden tabby tom with amber eyes (Apprentice Volepaw)

**Medicine Cat-** Batwing- Brown tabby tom with green eyes

Apprentice- Brackenstep- Yellow tom with yellow eyes

**Warriors-**

Birchfall-light brown tabby tom

Whitewing-white she-cat with green eyes

Berrynose-cream-colored tom

Hazeltail-small gray-and-white she-cat

Mousewhisker-gray-and-white tom

Cinderheart-gray tabby she-cat (Apprentice Mintpaw)

Toadstep-black-and-white tom

Rosepetal-dark cream she-cat

Blossomfall-tortoiseshell and white she-cat

Bumblestripe-very pale gray tom with black stripes (Apprentice Barkpaw)

Dovewing-pale gray she-cat with blue eyes

Ivypool-silver-and-white tabby she-cat with dark blue eyes

Lilyheart- dark tabby she cat

Snowpelt- White tom with amber eyes

Dewpelt- Grey and white tom

Amberheart- Pale grey she-cat with amber eyes

Larchstep- Light golden tabby with green eyes

Stormwhisker- Grey tabby tom with blue eyes

Wolfwhisker- Light grey male with white patches

**Apprentices****-**

Mintpaw- grey she-cat with a white paw

Volepaw-brown tom with yellow eyes

Barkpaw-Brown tabby tom

**Queens-**

Embersong- Black she-cat with green eyes

(Mate - Stormwhisker

Kits-TBA)

Yellowstorm- yellow tabby she-cat

(Mate- Dewpelt Kits-none)

**Elders-**

Cloudtail- Fluffy white tom

Brightheart- amber she-cat with ½ face

Daisy-cream long-furred cat from the horseplace

Poppyfrost-tortoiseshell she-cat

Stormwhisker was nervously pacing outside of the nursery, in the gathering twilight. His mate, Embersong, had gone into labor just as he had returned from patrol, and he was furious with his brother Batwing for not letting him see her. "Sit down already! It's not like she's the first cat to kit." Came the grumbling voice of Berrynose. Stormwhisker dipped his head in slight embarrassment and settled next to the entrance. As he sat, he let his mind wander. A hunting patrol returned laden with prey, Larchstep at the back. While the others had multiple pieces of prey, Larchstep had only a pitiful shrew to show. Stormwhisker blinked sympathetically at him. His sister's unexpected death a moon earlier had really hit Larchstep hard. Pebblestep's mate was left alone in the grief, sometimes saying it's better they had no kits to burden with the grief, but Stormwhisker knew he was feeling alone. With the flick of his tail, Stormwhisker invited Larchstep to sit with him, which he did with a sigh. Embersong's screeches had died away at this point, causing Stormwhisker to prick his ears in worry. As Batwing and Brackenstep exited the den, the smiled at Stormwhisker as he rose to his paws. He sent Larchstep an apologetic smile, but almost ran over to the nursery, anxious to see his mate. As he entered the dark nursery, he saw the shape of Yellowstorm laying in the nursery, and just past her, Embersong. As he approached, Embersong raised her head and smiled softly. At her stomach, lay 2 small kits. A dark brown tom with black paws lay next to a grey she-cat with a white ear. Stormwhisker stroked each of them gently with his tail, before sitting next to his mate's head. As he watched, the grey kit tried to climb her mother's side, only to fall back and land on her brother. The tom kit let out an indignant screech and proceeded to pummel his sister with his paws. Embersong gently moved him away from his sister and they both started nursing. After a few moments, Embersong turned to Stormwhisker. "What should we name them?" Stormwhisker looked at them for a moment and smiled. "I don't know. But I know whatever we name them, they will be perfect." Embersong nosed the brown tom with her nose and meowed, "Why don't we name him Mudkit?" Stormwhisker licked his song gently and laughed. "Mudkit is perfect." Stormwhisker turned his attention to his daughter, whose white ear was like a flag in the dark nursery. After thinking for a moment, he had an idea. "Why not Mosskit?" Embersong looked puzzled. "Mosskit? Why?" Stormwhisker shuffled his paws. "Well I remember being told an elder's story when I was a kit. Mosskit was the daughter of Bluestar, who was strong and loyal. Pebblestep, Batwing, and I used to play that all the time. I remember thinking that anyone named Mosskit would be strong like Bluestar. Now it seems silly but…" Embersong nodded and stopped him. "No, it makes sense. Mosskit it will be." Embersong lay her head down and curled tightly around her kittens. Stormwhisker licked her head gently, before turning to leave. Yellowstorm was sitting at the entrance to the nursery and smiled as he passed. "These kits will do well." Stormwhisker dipped his head to the old she-cat and headed to the warriors den. On the way, Larchstep stopped him. "How are they?" Stormwhisker smiled. "Good! A she-cat and a tom." Larchstep smiled at him. "That"s great. Do they have names?" "Mudkit for the tom and Mosskit for the she-cat." Larchstep's smile faded a little. "Those are great names. Pebblestep said to me once that if she could have a daughter, she would name her Mosskit." Larchstep quickly shook his fur and smiled at him. "But enough of my sadness. You should get some rest. I'm going hunting." Stormwhisker turned as Larchstep left. "But didn't you just…." He stopped when he realized Larchstep was already gone. He sighed and headed into the warriors den to get a good night's sleep.

* * *

><p>A star covered she-cat walked through Thunderclan camp. She stopped in front of a light golden tabby with a sigh. "Oh Larchstep. I'm so sorry." She lay beside him and watched as he shuddered at her touch. She lay her head in her paws and silently watched the camp. Another starry cat appeared in front of her, shaking it's head. The small grey and white kit stared at her sadly before turning to walk away. Pebblestep heaved herself to her paws, and followed. She turned back to Larchstep, as he was falling asleep, and let herself be seen for a moment. -If only enough to give him good dreams.- she thought. She followed the kitten into the forest and felt herself levitating. When she was finally still, she saw she was back in starclan. The kitten turned to her and growled. "You can't keep doing that!" She growled. Pebblestep took a step back, startled. "Mosskit, I thought you approved of our love!" Mosskit growled again and started pacing. "I approved of your love, not of you sneaking out of starclan every day to see him! If he saw you, he would never live a normal life!" Pebblestep lowered her head and stared at her paws. Mosskit padded forward and touched her nose to Pebblestep's face. "I know how hard it is to leave. You died young, younger than most. You had only been a warrior for 2 years. I'm sorry. The sickness wasn't anything starclan could control." Pebblestep felt a familiar anger growing in herself. "You could come back as me but couldn't control a simple sickness?! You don't even know what it is! So much for powerful starclan!" She huffed and stomped away from Mosskit, feeling a prickle of guilt for yelling at the small kit, but did nothing. She walked until she reached the edge of starclan. Here, you could look into the mortal world to any place you desired. She, of course, looked down at her brothers and Larchstep. She heard mewling and turned her attention to the nursery. -Stormwhisker's kits!- she remembered. She focused her attention into the nursery and gazed at the kits. Mudkit was silently sleeping beside his mother, while Mosskit was trying to push out of the nursery. She felt a pang of loneliness as she watched the new Mosskit. "You always wanted a daughter named mosskit." A meow came. She spun around to see her mother beside her. "Mother!" She still couldn't get over seeing her mother. After greencough had taken Cherryfall, Pebblestep had never thought she would see her again. After she turned back to Mosskit, she nodded. "I always did." Cherryfall stepped forward and nuzzled her daughter. They stood for a moment in silence, before returning to the starclan camp. Pebblestep felt a strange voice whisper in her head, "Moss will ripped from it's roots and left, strewn on the pebbles of the river. The forgotten place will become a grave. Where eagles soar and wind roars, will the mountains crumble and fall?"<p>

**Well guys, I suck at prophecies! This chapter took me 2 days but it's only 1570 ****words. Well I guess for an opening chapter, including what little allegiance I had, its ok. I only did Thunderclan because none of the other clans really come into play in this story. Again I am sorry the prophecy is so bad, but I am uncreative. This was 4 pages long in Google Docs, so I am sorry if it seems short, hopefully later chapters will be longer, but that would mean longer wait times. Review and tell me what you think.**


	2. Chapter 2

**Hello! I'm back! So this is not one of my better chapters. I wrote this while conquering writer's block so some of it may be sucky. I would really appreciate some reviews, but I know some people don't have accounts. Oh bye the way, Stormwhisker's daughter Mosskit won't be Mosskit for long because writing 2 Mosskits is confusing lol. **

_**Hey at least you don't hear starclan's conversations!**_

**Pebblestep? What are you doing here?**

_***Pebblestep leaps up on my computer* Don't ask me! You are the one writing.**_

**I guess I am. While you are here, do you want to do the disclaimer?**

_**I don't know. Is it hard?**_

**No it's not hard! Just say it! *Pulls out squirt gun* Or I'll make you**

_**Highland Wolves does not own Warriors, only me and the idea for this story.**_

**Better. *Pets her head* Anyway guys Enjoy the story!**

_**Ya because humans seem to enjoy my torture.**_

**Oh shut it!**

Stormwhisker and Embersong sat together just outside the nursery. Mudkit and Mosskit were tumbling around together in the newleaf grass. As they watched, Mudkit swiped Mosskit's paws out from under her and sent her tumbling. Embersong tensed, ready to console her kit, but Mosskit leapt to her paws and proceeded to tackle her brother. Stormwhisker laughed and stroked Embersongs back with his tail. "It's alright my love."

Embersong chuckled and turned to him. "I know. They just seem so small out here. I'm afraid they will get hurt." Stormwhisker stretched and lay down, causing Embersong to sigh.

"They will be ok Ember. They may be the only kits in the nursery, but that just means they have the whole clan watching them." Embersong sighed again and lay beside Stormwhisker.

She lay her head in her paws and her mate shifted so that his head was on her shoulder. She watched her kits for a moment before speaking.

"Don't you notice that Mosskit acts a lot like….."

She stopped mid-sentence when she realised she was speaking outloud. Stormwhisker moved his head slightly but smiled.

"She acts like Pebblestep." They sat in silence and watched their kits.

Mosskit was now standing on the sunning stones, above her brother. Her tiny voice floated over to her parents, making them smile.

"I Bluestar, leader of Thunderclan, name you, Fireheart, my new deputy!"

Mudkit squeaked a happy reply and they raced around the stones for a moment.

"Now you be chased by the dogs Mudkit!" Stormwhisker laughed and removed his head from Embersong as Mudkit over animatedly leapt and ran from the invisible dogs.

"I used to play the same game with Batwing and Pebblestep, except we would always play when Bluestar fell in love with Oakheart." Embersong nodded. "I remember playing that to! I was always Mistykit, one of Pebblestep's kits."

They both laughed and Embersong stared at Stormwhisker. "You miss her don't you." Stormwhisker nodded. "I just wish she was here to see our kits."

Embersong nodded. "Do you remember when she found out we were mates?"

Stormwhisker snorted happily. "How could I not! I thought she would never talk to me again. But what about when Larchstep finally told her he liked her?"

Embersong laughed and hit Stormwhisker's head. "If I remember, he wasn't going to tell her until the halfmoon but YOU went to her and spilled it all."

Stormwhisker ducked his head in embarrassment. "Well I guess I did. I'm surprised they even got together! Pebblestep was determined I was lying, and then she started avoiding him!"

Embersong laughed as Larchstep came over to them. "What's so funny?" He asked seriously. Embersong nodded to Stormwhisker, who was still laughing. "We were talking about what a wonderful brother Stormwhisker was when he told Pebblestep you liked her."

Larchstep chuckled a little and sat beside them. "I remember that! Pebblestep was determined to never talk to you again, but I got her to forgive you."

Stormwhisker dipped his head in fake gratitude. "And I will forever be thankful." He said in a sarcastic voice.

Embersong swatted at him playfully. "Oh hush you old badger! You know you couldn't have dealt with it if Pebblestep hadn't ever talked to you!"

Stormwhisker laughed, "I guess. She was always mad at me though. Why never Batwing?" Larchstep chuckled a little. "Oh she was furious at Batwing for not telling her Embersong was pregnant. I think Brackenstep was prepared to fight her to get her away."

The three shared a laugh before falling into a comfortable silence. Mosskit came bounding over to them, Mudkit on her heels. While Mudkit went to their mother, Mosskit ran over to Larchstep. "You're Larchstep right? You were Pebblestep's mate! Mother told us stories about her! Did you really save her in a battle against Shadowclan?"

Larchstep nodded slowly. "I did, when we were apprentices. That was when I realized I loved her." Mosskit bounced up and down happily. "That's so romantic! Can you show me the battle moves you used?"

Larchstep looked questionably at Embersong, who nodded. "Let's start with the front paw swipe. You face your enemy, and look to one side of their face, then swipe at the other."

Larchstep demonstrated quickly in the air. Mosskit was soon doing it perfectly. Larchstep sat back and watched as Mosskit showed Mudkit how to do her move. He marveled at how quickly the kit had caught on.

As he watched, she was replaced by a larger she-cat, her white ear accompanied by white patches along her pelt. He stared at her before shaking his head. -She's not Pebblestep- he reminded himself.

Almost with relief, he heard Lionblaze call his name. "Yes Lionblaze?" He asked as he came up to the ginger tom. Lionblaze looked over at the kits before turning to Larchstep. "I want you to go on the sundown patrol, so be ready." Larchstep looked at the sky and realized it was already late afternoon. "Yes Lionblaze."

As he padded beside the thorn barrier, he felt a stab of pain in his paw. He looked down and realized many tendrils of thorns had come loose of the barrier. He limped back over to lionblaze who looked at him in concern. "Are you alright?" Larchstep nodded, slightly embarrassed, before meowing "Yes, but I thought I'd tell you the thorn barrier needs to be patched up. I don't want any kits being hurt." Lionblaze nodded before dismissing Larchstep to the medicine cat den.

When he entered, he saw Batwing sorting herbs. "What happened?" Batwing asked, slightly annoyed. "Nothing bad, I just tread on some thorns."

Batwing nodded and started to pull out the thorns. Larchstep was jolted out of his thoughts when Batwing meowed, "She is watching you."

Larchstep tilted his head in concern. "What?"

Batwing snorted. "Open your ears! Pebblestep is watching you. I hear her every night in my dreams, being scolded for coming and watching you."

Larchstep stared at him, processing his words. "She is?"

Batwing nodded and stared at him. "She tries to see you. Starclan stops her, saying it's not good for her. I know you have been searching in your dreams. You need to stop, before she does something wrong." With that Batwing pulled out the last thorn and pressed marigold to it.

Larchstep shook his head. "Do something wrong? What could happen to her?"

Batwing sighed and turned away from him. "If she tries to leave starclan to visit you, she may not be able to go back. If starclan has not given her a reason to leave, it could stop her from returning."

Larchstep gasped and leapt back from Batwing. "That…. That wouldn't happen!"

Batwing nodded slowly. "It would. I will tell Lionblaze to excuse you from the patrol. You need to sleep." With the flick of his tail, Batwing had left the den, leaving Larchstep to be alone.

He limped out of the den and into the clearing. He saw Batwing speaking to Lionblaze and averted his course. He headed to the warriors den but stopped. He decided to head out the dirtplace tunnel and into the forest.

He squeezed through the thorns and into the forest beyond. He went a few steps before his paw started aching. He hobbled to an old log a few tail-lengths from camp and settled down to rest. He slowly let his eyes close and thought of Pebblestep.

* * *

><p>When he opened his eyes, a pair of bright blue eyes were staring back at him. "Pebblestep?" He gasped, struggling to his paws. However, the face shook their head and took a few steps back. Instead of a full grown she-cat, a small kitten was facing him.<p>

"No I am not your mate." The kit laughed. "But she wanted to come."

Larchstep was taken back by the tone of this kit, she sounded almost like a grown cat. "Who are you?" He asked.

The kitten smiled at him and touched his head with her paw. "Don't fret. I am Mosskit."

Larchstep tilted his head slightly. "Mosskit? But you don't look like her. And besides, I just saw Mosskit alive in the clearing." He was on his paws now, staring at the kit.

"I am not your Mosskit. I am Bluestars kit." The kit watched him with amusement sparkling in her eyes. "It seems the kits today play my mother's story."

Larchstep dipper his head to her. "Why are you here? Is there something I did wrong" He shuffled his paws, remembering what Batwing told him.

Mosskit chuckled and flicked her ears slightly. "No you did nothing wrong. Well nothing intentionally. Your only fault is that you loved Pebblestep, and she loved you."

Larchstep looked at her, puzzled. "What do you mean? Was our love against starclan's wishes?"

Mosskit shook her head quickly. "No it was actually blessed. You see, Starclan did not foresee the disease that killed Pebblestep. Originally, Mosskit was going to be your kit, one of three actually. They would have all been valuable cats. Now, they must be born in separate litters. One of your kits was destined to succeed Lionblaze. The other, was to be a queen who gave birth to or led to the birth of many future leaders."

Larchstep's jaw was hanging low and he struggled to say anything. "So none of this is going to happen now?"

Mosskit, much to his relief, shook her head. "This will happen, just delayed. And these cats stories will be different because they are not siblings. But things may change for the better."

Larchstep took a step towards Mosskit, his mind already forming multiple questions. "What about our Mosskit? You said she was going to be my daughter. What is her destiny?"

Mosskit stared at her paws and Larchstep remembered she was still a kit, however mature. "I'm.. I'm sorry." He stuttered as he sat down beside her. "I didn't mean to be so pushy."  
>Mosskit laughed at him and turned to face him. "It's alright. You should see my mother. Yes, Mosskit, your Mosskit, was supposed to be your daughter. Her destiny, however, has changed now that Pebblestep is not her mother. We can not fully see what she will be. But her path will be intertwined with Pebblestep's, in whatever deluded way. But that is not why I am here."<p>

Mosskit continued away from the subject like it was nothing, and Larchstep realized this was all routine for the tiny kitten.

"Larchstep, I am not supposed to do this, but I will allow you to see Pebblestep, for a few moments. You need to say goodbye to her, so that she does not do anything rash."

Larchstep swallowed hard. "Say….. Goodbye? Forever?"

Mosskit quickly shook her head. "Not forever! Just for now. She needs to stop leaving Starclan before she can not get back in. She is determined to find out why she died, and find out what would have happened if she lived."  
>Larchstep tilted his head in confusion. "But you know what would have happened. Why can't you just tell her?"<p>

"It will just bring her more grief, and make her more determined to live again, which is impossible. At least, it's impossible to live as Pebblestep again. She would never be able to be your mate if she was reborn."

Larchstep was still processing this all when there was a voice calling him from the end of the field. He could hear Pebblestep calling for him, and felt the familiar yearning to get to her.

Mosskit turned to him and stared long and hard at him. "You can not tell her any of what I just told you. For her sake, please." She turned to leave but Larchstep stopped her.

"Why do you know so much about Pebblestep? Are you her guardian?"

Mosskit smiled softly and turned to him one last time. "I guess you could say I am her guardian."  
>Larchstep had no time to be confused before she was gone. He heard Pebblesteps voice again, and took off to it. He skidded to a halt, slamming into her side, knocking her down. He somehow ended up pinning her down, and staring into her eyes.<p>

"Oh Pebblestep!" He meowed, nuzzling her gently.

Pebblestep's eyes widened when she realized who it was. "Larchstep! I have been searching for you for so long!"  
>Larchstep gently stepped off of her and stared at her. "I know my love. I have been searching for you to."<p>

Pebblestep glanced over her shoulder and back at him. "I can't stay long. This may be the only time I can see you." She seemed to realize the words she was saying and leaned against him sadly.

"It's alright my love. I am happy to see you, even if it would be only for a heartbeat." Larchstep lovingly licked the top of her head and they sat in a comfortable silence. "Oh Pebblestep," He murmured, "I miss you so much. I wish this moment would never end." He looked down at her, and realized he could see through her.

"Oh Larchstep." She murmured sadly, standing up and staring at him, her bright eyes strikingly blue against her fading pelt. "You're waking up."

Larchstep tried to take a step to her but found his body frozen.

"I will find a way to see you again." He heard her whisper. He tried to call out to her, to tell her not to, but she was gone.

* * *

><p>Larchstep awoke to see Stormwhisker standing over him. The forest around them was almost completely dark.<p>

"Larchstep! What are you doing? You are lucky no one else saw you missing! The camp would be in an uproar."  
>Larchstep sat up quickly and gave his chest fur a few licks.<p>

"I'm sorry. I just needed to be alone for a while. I didn't mean to fall asleep."

Stormwhisker laughed and helped him up. "Well let's get you to the warriors den before Wolfwhisker wakes the camp up."  
>Larchstep laughed when he pictured the clan's youngest warrior, and known gossip.<p>

As they returned to camp, Larchstep remembered his dream fondly, wishing for one more moment with his beloved Pebblestep.

**Without Author's notes of any kind, this chapter is only ****2354 words. I guess that's better than last chapter! **

**Anyway, please excuse the long, random conversations. Since I have gotten no reviews, I'm gonna start something I know other writers do. **

**If you review before April 15th 2016, You will get a sneak peak at the next chapter. **

**Also I will start doing competitions, including, later in the chapters (Probably within the next 3) a competition to have your OC in my story! **

**Enjoy guys!**


End file.
